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The world was dead, wintery and cold. 


"| can't believe you did that." Dead said in a hushed tone, as if someone could hear them out here in the 
forest. 


He stuck his hands in his pockets for warmth and scowled at the Norwegian flag in the near distance. 
"What?" Euronymous scoffed in response, walking by his side, "got caught? Oh boo hoo." 


Euronymous rolled his eyes, mimicking his bandmate by shoving his own fists deep inside his coat, ice 


crunching beneath their boots as they walked back to their shared cabin 


The Swede said nothing, biting his tongue as he swallowed back insults. Did he have to? Did he really have to? 


It seemed like outside of playing his instrument, Euronymous couldn't do anything right. 


He was given a simple task and that was to steal some food. It didn't have to be much, it didn't have to be an 
entire roast Peking duck. It could be a can of kidney beans and a couple of potatoes- just something so that 
the boys didn't begin to cannbalize one another. 


But of course Euronymous managed to fuck it up somehow. He called home from the police station, whispering 


"please be Jørn, please be Jørn" over and over beneath his breath. Damn, it almost hurt to break it to him- 


NOT! 


Its not Jørn. He's trying to wring money from his parents and only Lucifer knows where Jan-Axel is." Dead 


said flatly. 


"Satan's balls." Euronymous whispered before explaining the entire ordeal to Dead Dead wondered what he had 
to do with any of this mess before the verdict was reached, 


"So | need you to bail me out” Shit. OF course Euronymous did. This was Euronymous- codename for Øystein 
Aarseth, master shit-disturber, annoying twat, Joseph Stalin in the making and apparently.. easily mistaken for 
a member of the opposite sex. 

Dead snorted at the memory, earning a confused glare from Euronymous, "What's so funny, Fruit Loops?" 
"They thought you were a chick" Dead snickered into his palm. Euronymous was only around a meter sixty- 
seven, and his long black hair and loose sweaters didn't help him much. The fact that someone looked at him 
from behind and believed he was a woman trying to steal a box of Coca-Cola seemed like poetic justice. 

"Yup. ‘Stop this woman!" Euronymous recanted, pursing his lips as he nodded disapprovingly. He wasn't no 
woman! God-fucking-dammit! 

It cracked Dead up even more, who wondered, 

"How the hell did you even plan on discreetly stealing an entire pack of Coca-Cola?" 

"Honestly?" Scoffed Euronymous, "I didn't count on getting away with it anyhow-" 

"So you sabotaged yourself?" Dead gawked. Now that was a whole new level of insanity- even for Euronymous. 
On the bright side, if the runt wanted to brag about how he spent a whopping hour and twenty minutes in a 


holding cell, Dead could always add it was becouse he tried to smuggle soft drinks beneath his winter coat. 


"No," Euronymous corrected, "I did not ‘sabotage’ myself. There was cameras everywhere so | decided that if | 


was going to do it, | was going to do it big." 


"You're a maniac, Euro." 


"Very true." He agreed, watching the way Dead looked around wistfully. 

"What?" He asked and Dead's attention snapped back to him. Euronymous wondered why this was a good thing. 
"Huh?" Dead tilted his head s Euronymous rolled his eyes, 

"What are you thinking of?" 

Dead shrugged, taking a second to assemble his thoughts. By then Euronymous had nearly lost interest, 
"Mostly of insects and what it's like to be one. Also of flowers, growing beneath the surface.." 


Jesus Christ.. it was like Dead came with a switch! One moment he was all fine and dandy and the next he was 


thinking these ‘deep' thoughts like what it's like to be a flower. 


"Is this all just a metaphor for your blackened soul?" Said Euronymous, having already zoned out after the 


first line of Dead's mini-manifesto. 
What is it lke fo be a flower growing beneath the frozen earth? 
"Maybe." Dead shrugged. Euronymous felt a twinge of irritation there. Okaaay then 


"Whatever, my ride should be here." Euronymous shrugged off, pacing up the small hill before waving out to 


someone imperceivable to Dead from where he was standing. 
"Yoo-hoo! Im here! Sorry | am late! Haha." He called out in clumsy English, still waving his arms. 


"You organized yourself a date while you were sitting in the holding cell?" Dead asked, narrowing his eyes at 


Euronymous. He climbed over the hill as well, 
"Oh, its alright. Just dont drop the soap, yeah?" 


"With an American.?" Dead added, all of a sudden more confused than irritated. Euronymous could hardly order 
himself lunch in English, how the hell did he expect to develop a meaningful connection with somebody who he 
could barely communicate with- Oh, right. This is Euronymous, Dead thought cynically. The girl exited the 
station wagon and Dead's eyes fell to her chest, knowing exactly what the guitarist's end goal was. Fuckin’ 


bastard... 
"Who's he?" She called, pointing at Dead. 


‘Oh he is my stupid er.. my er... Shit, what are you in English, Dead" Euronymous turned to Dead with a lost 


look on his face. 


lm not your ‘stupid’ anything. Dead His bandmate. He can't speak English good, you could do much better. His 
penis is very small, | saw it while we were at the pool last summer and | was very surprised to find out that my 
bandmate is actually a woman" 

The girl howled with laughter. 

It seemed like Euronymous understood this because he roughly shoved Dead, 

Fuck you, Dead!" 


"I would, but your pussy is probably loose and dirty." 


"You would fuck me?" Euronymous gasped with a shocked look before it was Dead's turn to turn red as an 


apple. 


"Nol It's an insult! Don't turn an insult into a compliment!" Dead shouted, 
"Well it doesn't sound like an insultll" Euronymous squawked, before shaking it off. 


"Whatever, Pelle. | have needs of the masculine variety to fulfill" He stuck his tongue out, flipping Dead off, 


"Have a terrible day, virginal loser." 
He ran down the slope and suddenly it occurred to Dead, 


"Wait! Why didn't you just have her meet you at the police station too?! Isn't this a little bit counterintuitive?! 
We could've gone our separate ways much sooner!" Dead called out after Euronymous, who turned around and 


gave him a surprised look 


"Oops?" He said, before focusing his attention on his ‘date’. Chuckling and scratching the back of his head as he 
struggled to understand what she was saying. 


They soon drove off, which was good. Dead opened the front door, sitting back on the love seat with his comic 


book, continuing where he left off. Great, Euronymous was gone- now if only Dead could just get him out his 


head tool 


